“Look,” a yellow mouse held up several mushrooms in their hand. They had several purple and green diagonal lines marking their face.

“Wow,” a voice called out. It was...his voice? Grey tabby hands reached from the point of view...his point of view. “Mushrooms? How did you get them?”

“Anura mushrooms,” the mouse beamed, “Straight from the source”


“No way, get out! How did you make that happen?”

The yellow mouse urged him to take the mushrooms. Those hands (his?) took them. Quite eagerly in fact. The moust folded their arms quite proud of themselves, “I had my ways...I uh…” the mouse’s confidence went away for a moment, “I wanted something special for you.”

Everything about this scene he watched felt rehearsed: the words, the actions, even the rush of heat to his own face felt rehearsed. Like...a memory? He answered the mouse, “Oh Juli…”

“You…” Juli, presumably the mouse, eyed him, “You like it?”

“Of course I do,” the tabby—he—said, “It’s the nicest thing anyone besides the Lamb ever did.”
Aym shot up from the makeshift bed. He had fallen asleep on the massive fish steered by some wily old  smuggler. Aym stared at his hands: his gray, not tabby hands. 

“Look who’s up!”observed the mustached smuggler, “If you didn’t know better you could say this be me dream boat bewp bewp bewp!”

Baal stood on deck—not much when riding a fish boat—gazing past the speeding waterways and forest. His attention went from sightseeing to Aym, “Brother. You were tossing much in your sleep. Perhaps you should seek more rest…”

Aym thought back to the dream. Those details felt so real, like dipping into a memory. “I’ve slept enough.”

The twins did something that not their mother did, not even the One Who Waits did: they crossed the threshold of death into the living as only mortals. Their return brought many bittersweet reunions, for both mother and master. But the world, a world long severed from them, called to both. For Baal it called as a new realm to explore. For Aym it called as a temple to train as a warrior. Surprisingly Lamb gave their blessing for this endeavor (not that Aym would have taken it with some violence)

The moment Baal accepted the smuggler’s services and climbed aboard his unorthodox ride, he knew this was no mistake. The world was meant for them. 

He looked at his twin brother Aym. If only his brother shared in that joy. Something distracted Aym, something that affected the scarred twin’s sleep. And why, Aym would not tell him. But Baal lent a wistful grin to his twin, “Take a moment to enjoy these sights, brother. Such sights...it may never grace us again.”

The river looked like crystallized lapis lazuli, creatures that belonged to no god would peek through those crystalline waters every now and then: monoeyes, tentacles, fins. In the passerby vine-heavy trees more mysteries hid: stratified rocks with the suggestion of ruins, lights bearing the suggestion of eyes, and the enticing dark.

Aym grunted, “And run the risk of illness? I think not.”

“And you said you were well.” teased Ball, tugging the moon twin from his blanket, “Perhaps you needed an excuse to sulk.

Aym growled, the dream bearing heavily on his mind. A flash of something ran through his mind: a yellow mouse, playfully shoving those same tabby gray arms from a bed. Only the mouse’s shoving seemed less platonic.

The scarred twin slumped like a dead fish in his bed, “Now I’m sick.”

“You jest.” scoffed Baal.

“I don’t joke.” growled Aym.

The sun twin sighed, “...you win, Aym. I will keep...Plimbo company.”

“Enjoy the bug man.”

Baal leaned over the ‘ship’, his sightseeing drained of wonder, now more despondent.  

“Bewp bewp bewp,” chuckled Plimbo. How trifling and bunglesome when strangers try to comfort with humor. “With all that fussin’ and groain’ he may as well visit ,me mother-in-law. Two pods in a grumble pea they be.”


“Maybe he is sick,” Baal sighed, “Something bothers him.”

The fish pats the sun twin’s back, “Who isn’t bothered these days? All sorts of horrible shapes and beasties everywhere! It’d make even a stout ship like mine sick!”

“The boat doesn’t get sick, does it”.” Baal leaned over the railing.

“Only if ye ask her nicely!!” Plimbo chortled good naturally. 

The fish ship not so much made embankment as much as it stranded itself on the nearest river bank. Aym and Baal had experienced worse, though the smuggler’s cavalier attitude made Aym wonder what kind of madness possess a mortal to smuggle goods through the domain of gods and monsters.

Baal gave Plimbo an awkward, but well-meaning pat on the fish’s shoulder, “We thank you for your services, smuggler called Plimbo.”

“Consider it a freebie!” The captain tossed a ladder to the floor, “If ye take some monster hide as extra credit, it’ll be no skin off me bone bewp bewp bewp bewp!”

“Maybe. That’s a heavy maybe,” Aym said.

“He means thank you,” Baal replied.

“Don’t lose yer your translator brother, scary little one!” Plimbo turned his fish, paddling with the current as his guide. They heard the ‘bewp bewp bewp’ fading in the distance.

“If I had to hear another in-law joke I would have torn that thing off his face,” carped Aym.

“He gave us a free passage, that was good enough.” Baal pulled his sun staff from his cloak, “Maybe you’ll feel better getting the chance to hone your skills with the staff again, eh?”

“Glad to move my damn legs again,” Aym sighed. And not be alone with his thoughts.

Aym breathed deep through his nose. Salty air. Baal swung his own sun staff by his side. Ceiba tree roots dug deep and ancient, twisting into each other until they felt they tread on more root than land. Entangled in these cyclopean roots the remains of timeworn ionian pillars their massive size suggesting some grand city in the past. They now hung crooked and sunken, the remains of whatever god that made their domain long gone. They landed far from the reach of the Lamb, perhaps even further from the realms of the Bishops. 

Baal hopped to the carving, his awareness of the world around him not yet dulled. At the same moment Aym stood, never taking his eyes off his surroundings. He didn’t like how any of this felt. The scarred twin called to his brother, “Don’t waste time. Sun’s going down.”

“I’ve served the same master as you, Aym, I’m curious not foolish.”

Aym trudged forward his glance centered away, “It’s tactical to look out for each other’s safety.”

Baal made a half-chuckle before he retracted that laugh.

The moon twin huffed, “What’s funny about that?!”

“You can say you care, you don’t need .” teased Baal again.

The moment he watched the moon twin give a side-eye, Baal’s good humor damped with Aym’s “No we’re not.”

Baal nodded, keeping pace. They reached a clearing where roots gathered when Aym set a fire, a bit of the magic he learned and had leftover from his service to The One Who Waits. Baal slid down from a tree trunk, berries in his arms, “It’s not Lamb’s cooking, but it will carry us over for awhile.”

“Did you see them?” Aym sat, his face leaning over his moon staff, the flames lighting up his one red eye.

Baal glanced at the blinking lights that made up watchful curious eyes, “Them? What are some eyes to rival gods and Red Crown usurpers?”

With no thanks Aym grabbed a berry and shoved it in his mouth. He continued with a stuffed maw, “Matters have changed. We don’t have master...or even that Lamb to bring us back if one of us dies.”

Rather than inspire fear, Aym’s talk did the opposite. Kicking his feet up on a rock, Baal started to yawn, “That was always the risk, brother. Even when we served master. What’s different now?”

“Just take me at my word!” the moon brother hissed.

Baal raised a brow, “That’s all you have to say? You’ve been so odd, almost Plimbo odd.”

“Don’t compare me to that mustached bug,” snarled Aym.

The sun twin laughed. The moon twin simply stared cold and relentlessly at his other half. 

Baal grew tired—figuratively and literally, “I worry for you too, Aym. I seen how you sleep. I hope you will tell me soon...did we not share everything?” He yawned, “We were all we had…”


Aym stood up, “Sleep. I’ll keep watch.”

As soon as he grew sure of his fluffy haired twin’s unconscious state, Aym delicately stroked his brother’s cheek. Perhaps he lingered on that touch for too long. The moon twin spun his staff, globes of flame rising from the performance. His spell cast them outward, spinning towards the voyeur beasts. Aym smirked as he watched the animals flee. 

Avoiding this issue might be easier than he thought. All he needed was to keep watch and forget about sleep.

Mot (that was his name?) held something behind their back. The mouse, Juli, looked eager as they pulled at their arm, “C’mon show me!”

“Not till you show me yours!”

Juli folded their arms, making a diplomatic huff, “Tell you what. We’ll exchange them at the same time. No peaking.”

“...deal.” Their head shook.

Juli beamed, “Alright close your eyes.” Everything went black. “One two...three!”

Mot extended a necklace. Juli did the same. The mouse gasped in awe as they took the tabby’s gift. Mot could feel themselves shuddering as they grabbed their own. “Wow...I guess both of us got the same idea, huh?”

The mouse hoisted their gift, “It’s beautiful.”


In Juli’s hands dangled a necklace with a sun brooch. Not just any sun. A sun like Baal’s staff.

Mot (Aym) looked down, their own gift hanging from their necklace. It was a moon. Aym’s moon.

Shouts of terror from the scarred twin cracked into the waking world. Dawn stretched its eyes over the ruins and trees. In he shadows of the trees, the peeping eyes must have made the choice to show themselves during Aym’s impromptu nap. Through the light of the fire both twins could make out what peered at them. At first both mistook them for jellyfish or even clumps of seaweed. But not even seaweed had spindly ape-like limbs to stretch from the dark, much less with such an intent to fling and jab everything within their power.

Aym saw Baal staring an incoming punch head-on, throwing himself back before catching himself on his staff. With a free leg he kicked the offender back. The creature, some clump of matted vines or sinew, recoiled and made offended screeches. Baal glanced back at Aym before one lanky hand gripped his throat.


The moon twin shot up, cursing himself. Why did he fall asleep? What was wrong with him? Now time for regrets now. Concentrating, Aym mustered a few scant spheres of fire. The creatures started to make noise like muffled owl hoots.  Like moths to a flame, the creatures walked stilt-like to Aym’s direction. The moon twin raced up the trunk of a tree, pushing back with his staff to push the momentum of his flip. In the midst of several spindly creatures, Aym sliced through the spittle of poison and destructive fists, cleaving as a reaper cleaves through their crop. He beat his staff into the creatures with a frenzy. Those that remained fled, terrified as Aym diced with battle-frenzied efficiency. Bodies dropped around the Aym in a pile, blood draining in circles around him.

When all finished he looked heaving from the crater of mashed bood to his brother. Around Baal several of the offending creatures laid in a mass of bludgeoned meat. Day broke out over a white-robed twin baptized in blood. In a flash of a step, Aym attended to his brother, worry translating into a stern grimace on his face. 

Baal sighed, closing his eyes while he tried prying concerned hands off his neck. He needed no inspection, “Such a shame. These lands looked quite peaceful...”

“Even with the old gods gone, chaos hangs like a stench,” scoffed Aym. “Don’t take any risks.”

“I didn’t,” placated Baal, “It was a fluke. Strange how they kind of looked like Kallamar’s creatures. Nasty--”

“Don’t.” Aym lectured with his hetero chromatic glare. 

Baal sighed, patting his twin’s chest, “They barely squeezed me. Besides...I have my strong warrior brother by my side.”

The moon twin released his fretful hands, “I didn’t. I failed.”

“Contrary to how you may deceive yourself, you did not fail.” Baal smiled as he hopped to his feet with a lackadaisical smile “Still bored?” He smudged at his robe, the sticky ichor coating it, “Damn this blood.”

“Don’t be ashamed to wave the banner of your enemy’s bloody defeats,” the moon twin folded his arms.

Baal wandered away, “This is a gift from our old Master. I’m not letting ridiculous creature blood ruin it.”

“Don’t wander off,” warned Aym.

“You’re going to worry yourself sick,” groaned the sun twin, “Take a nap while I’m gone!”

Aym had ways of keeping up with his twin. Consider it a gift from his former master, he had the skill to skip great distances in a single step. He would appear from behind tree to vanish and reappear behind the next, all without his brother’s awareness. He was concerned, Aym reasoned. Baal was the first to drop to the Lamb’s blade, Baal had suffered enough already. He only wished to spare the sun twin more.

Baal finally came to stop at the banks of the very river they disembarked, much thinner and more shallow from where Baal stood. Aym let a relieved breath leave, turning aside as he saw the suggestion of undressing. Ah yes, he was washing his robes like he said.


He sat and listened to the river’s current, the splash and trickle of the chore at hand. He heard his twin at  work scrubbing. The more Aym listened, the more something began to prod at his skull. He thought it was a dream, maybe him falling asleep. The more the thought knocked at Aym’s head, the more it felt like a memory.

He felt water at his knees. The tabby cat. That damn tabby cat again. Go away, he hissed at the object of his dreams. 

Worse, the mouse had appeared, dipping their knees in the river. Juli—oh no, he knew their name—Juli had a look on their face. Aym grimaced, pulling at his face. Go away, he begged.

But the vision played out like a curse. Juli threw their cult robes over their head, wading into the pool with nothing on. He—Mot--had nothing on as well. Correction, they had almost nothing save those necklaces. The sun. The moon. Juli swept them in a hug. They stood close, disgustingly close as Juli grinned, “You didn’t think I’d let you wash alone, did I?”

Aym threw himself over a massive root, biting his hand to keep himself from screaming. He had to tell this vision to leave him be!

The memory, waking dream, vision had left. But Aym made a fatal mistake. Now he could see from what he politely pulled his eyes. Baal, his robe now cleaned of blood and hanging over a jutting branch to try, now decided to wash off his body. Aym could see every inch of his smooth uncovered fur. His eyeballs went over the svelte curvature of his chest and stomach, how delicate his brother Baal looked while standing with one hand washing himself and the other rested between his legs. Aym chewed his lower lip as Ball washed his tail, going all the way to the base where his brother’s cheeks pouted out with a bubbly vivaciousness. 

Aym should have looked away, he should have gouged his eyes out. But he leered from over the root as Baal washed himself up. His breath hitched, reaching between his legs. That waking nightmare, that vision prodded his head again. Only now the casting had been replaced with Aym and Baal.

His palm massaged his flaccid root to full erect strength, his robes now exposing his crotch and rear to nature as he debased himself. Aym’s thoughts took on murky musty quality. If only he could join his brother and take care of cleaning him. It’s what good brothers do, Aym thought as he bit his hand. His heartbeat quickened as he observed Baal shyly splash cool water on that uncut beast between his brother’s legs. 

They shared everything, Aym mourned, why couldn’t they share this. The thoughts beat through his body like a war drum, making him frantically speeding up his stroke. till he bit on his arm. Blood seeped from his arm as his legs quivered and knees gave way. White seed of fantasies spent shot out in long ropes across the tree before him. Aym’s eyes rolled to the back of his head.

He would have to go back to camp, the guilt of his terrible sin making him trip each skipped step back. At the campfire he looked at his bitten wrist, “What’s happening to me…” Aym moaned, “It’s like a demon is taking me over!” He hissed as a last resort, “This is that usurper’s fault.”

When Baal came back refreshed he could barely look the sun twin in the face. Baal sighed, “Bad dream again?”

“Just poor sleep.” huffed Aym, turning his back on Baal.

The white robed twin frowned, “Maybe it’s too much sleep, brother.”

“Maybe.”

The white robed twin shrugged, “Or maybe it’s the wound from your wrist.”

Instantly recoiling the scarred twin shimmied back. He shook his head, grabbing his arm defensively, “I don’t know what you’re--”

Baal took on a commanding role, sitting before him to grasp the moon twin’s wrist, tracing the teethmarks where blood seeped. “See? You got bitten!” 

“It must have been from the battle…”

Staring intently the sun twin held his brother’s wrist, “It looks like it hurts…”

Baal dropped and licked his tongue across the self-inflicted bite. Aym pushed him away, glaring at Baal like he had rejected some feral creature from Darkwood. 

Though he fell flat on his back, his eyes pleading to Aym, he had no excuse. Baal rubbed the back of his neck, “...I think we both need sleep.”

The day ended with the twins resigning themselves to their corners of the fire, sleeping back to back.

Aym sighed, “You have a fair point brother…” As he spoke he found himself curling close to his white robed twin.

The sun twin made a questioning noise. Aym felt his heart spike with forbidden terror. He’s not doing what he was going to do, was he? Slowly his muzzle started to press the back of Baal’s neck. Baal’s neck, how it reminded him of Baal’s back. If only he could have washed that, Aym lazily mused.

“Is there something on my back?” Baal asked.

The question slapped him with a spiky fist of reality. The moon twin rolled opposite, his mind screaming at what he did. His eyes cracked with disgust Aym flopped with his back to the fire, “--er yes! Go to sleep now!”

“...alright Aym.”

Another dream, another viision of himself as the part of Mot and Juli. The couple must have took some privacy in a tent. Aym could only see the red of the curtains and the yellow of Juli, wearing nothing as they bounced on Mot’s hips. They held the mouse, their hips riding and grinding atop theirs, the heat from their shared ecstasy. Disgusting intimacy, Aym thought.

Juli arched their back, the sun necklace across their chest, “Ooh...if only our blessed leader called more solstices…”

The dream hovered in an abyss of disgust and delight, Mot thrusting in ecstasy. Their hands traced the necklace, feeling the fury below it, “You’re blessed...my Baal…”

“What?” Asked Juli.
Aym’s eyes shot open.

Though Baal seemed to have drifted off peacefully, he woke to find Aym putting out the fire and urging him forward. The sun twin shrugged. 


They passed another set of those oddly jellyfish-like apes. One of them cast an offending finger at the twins. Aym in turn slapped his moon staff on the creature’s face. “Silence.”


Further inland, away from the waterways they got, the more they saw that this land was less jungle and temples. Baal realized it when the sheer edge of a cliff surprised him. Looking right at the surface he started to realize something, “This is more than a jungle.”

“It’s a decrepit tomb for the old gods just the same,” dismissed Aym.

Baal tugged at his robe, “Look!”

Both twins now got a solid view of the sheer edge, realizing the edge was too sharp too square to be a natural cliff. Baal lit up, gleeful as he saw it for what it was: the vast face of a buried temple. The only reason others mistook it for a cliff came from the mass of suffocating roots choking the side of the structure. 

Baal got up, gesturing beyond. Looking beyond the masses of trees all tangled together in twisting gnarling branches and roots there was nothing else. He should correct, there was almost nothing else. The white robed twin enthused, “If only master could see such wonders.”

Aym suddenly felt like he did when he stood in the presence of his former Master: an ant before a mountain. Such terrifying grandeur, it almost silenced the strange mingling guilty feelings broiling inside himself.

The sound of crumbling dust shook Aym from his musings. Baal started sliding down a branch, using his staff as a climbing stick. Aym called out, aggravated, “Brother don’t be a fool!”

Too late he already shimmied inside a dark crevice. With a groan Aym stepped, vanishing and reappearing through the hole. Both twins spun through an eons-worn ambulatory. Pillars filled out nearly every side of the massive temple like the teeth of a waiting beast. Roots filled out with a network of zig-zig growth, almost like a staircase infecting the ancient construction. In the slits where the pillars crowded a faint pink glow bled through the room. Aym and Baal had no room to critique architechture. 

How fortunate the twins landed in an embankment of overgrown roots, cushioning their fall. 

Despite the gentle touchdown, Aym lectured his brother, “Are you trying to emulate Leshy now?! What would happen if I wasn’t here?”

“We’re alive brother, aren’t we?” the white robed twin skirted to a sunken part of the wall, meant as some sort of shrine. Whatever idol rested now only had an overgrown vine plant in its place, “If  we didn’t come here, we wouldn’t see this!”

Aym’s mood turned sour, “Enjoy your dead trinkets. I will seek a way out.”

The moon twin regretted taking his mood out n Baal. He had to quickly reestablish some normalcy, he reasoned. This possession...it crept under his skin...unnerved him. This Mot latched onto his mind, his spirit as a parasite.

Another waking dream.

“Stop,” Aym whispered.

Another vision. Mot walked alongside Juli. They beamed, grabbing Mot from the cooking station.
“Enough,” begged Aym out loud.

But the vision played on. Juli dragged Mot along. They glowed with a special kind of pride. “You won’t believe it my bug-cat! Our glorious leader picked ME for a special ritual today!”

“A ritual? Oh it must be very important!”

“It must be, our leader told me I was the only one who could do this...well, me and one other person.”

Special ritual..a terrible implication crept in Aym’s mind. They entered the One Who Waits’ service through sacrifice didn’t they…? Aym clawed the floor, “Stop!!!”

“Aym?” Baal asked.

“Aaaaaym.” something sucked and siphoned itself from rock, snapping from an ancient rigor mortis “Ayyyym. What a name….but...let’s chit chat….””

The twins turned their heads in unison. Something came out of the shrine. At one point it had been a flamingo. Now some brooch clasped over its face, the black and white marble snaking across their body like an external nervous system. The being grinned broadly, exposing crooked teeth

“...a great old one?” gasped Baal, “A god from the old faith?”

Aym stepped a great distance in one footstep, his staff at the creature’s throat, “Annoying how they move their beak. Makes me want to rip them off.”

“No neeed to be so aggressive,” gasped the vine flamingo in a reedy voice, “It’s been so long since I’ve seen vessels like you!”

Baal slackened, raising his staff in disappointment, “You’re not an old god.”

The creature’s wings spread out, stone twisting about it like fresh wet clay until it hit Baal in the face with the hardness of solid rock, “The god that ruled this domain...his skin has rotted and bones rolled over so many times even time forgot their name!”  They pushed Baal back. “Even I forgot! So much I forgot..heh.”

Aym took offense and the offensive, appearing before the flamingo to land a strike. Blocks of stone rose to revolve around the flamingo like a protective barrier. Aym growled as one launched towards him. 

As the moon twin sliced clean through a block, dust and debris building from contact. The flamingo laughed, “You two are such interesting vessels! No...wait yes...revenants!”

“We’re keepers, attendants to gods,” scoffed Baal, leaping and delivering a staff-centered haymaker to the top of their shifting head.

They guffawed, “Not likely. I can smell the fresh used bodies on you.”

The flamingo stomped hard on the sun twin. Baal struggled under the creature’s heavy foot, grasping and struggling to escape, “Drivel!”

“Not at all,” Exulted the creature before pausing as he shoved the white clocked twin straight into a wall, “You know. Your eyes scream from the weight of all they know!”


Baal peeled off the wall, his face painfully averted as he struggled to remain brave, “You can say anything you want, I still won’t know...”

But the look on his brother’s face...something told Aym otherwise. What did his brother hide?  Slowly the being approached as he laughed, “You think you’re clever, stealing bodies like this...but you’ll end up like me...a demon all the same…a happy little get-together...heh.”

The white robed feline backed off, the fight going from his fingertips. Something disturbed Baal, Aym had to know. 

“Shut up!” cried out Aym. Summoning a circle of flame, Aym surrounded the creature’s head. “Tell me why you called my brother a vessel! Do it or I’ll take your head!”

The flamingo stone demon shoved the scarred twin, breaking the spell from his concentration. “Everything I know dear old flower boy knows! Ask him, go ahead!”

Aym roared, throwing himself into the fray against the demon. The flamingo chuckled, stretching their stone arms like fists. But the moon twin refused to back down, he crushed both stone gauntlets to dust. More stone blocks launched themselves into Aym’s path, but he appeared and reappeared around their trajectories, demolishing all of them.

“Frailty. Stone’s only weakness,” lamented the demon.

The flame spell circled around the demon’s neck one more. Baal raised his staff above the creature’s head. Aym glared at the demon.

“What can I say? You’ll lose your mind...just like--” The moon twin wasted no more time. Aym waved his staff. The flames encircled, closing in and separating what made the creature so talkative. They watched as the head hit the ground, bursting into a cloud of chalky dust.

Aym and Baal stood alone in the silence of this dead temple. 

The sun twin opened his mouth to utter an apology. A millisecond in he had Aym grasping his robe, nearly shaking his brother, “Tell me what they meant, Baal! A vessel?! Why...why did you make that face?” The fluffy-haaired sun twin looked away. Aym shook him harder, “Tell me! I’m losing my mind! These dreams! Visions! Something...it’s eating me, devouring my very soul! You have to tell me!”


“You have the dreams too then…”

The scarred brother shook Baal harder. 


 Baal glanced away, “I thought if l pretended they weren’t happening...we could go on just being brothers….I thought…”

Aym’s expression darkened, “...you’re Juli.”

A hand touched the moon twin’s face, “You’re Mot.” Baal affirmed.

Tears, bitter tears formed in Aym’s eyes, “That damned usurper red crown...he cursed us! It would be better if he left us dead!”

Baal shushed, his hand stroking his brother’s face, “No….don’t turn your back on such  a miracle. Mom would be miserable if she never got t see us…”

“But...I feel….”Aym buried his head in Baal’s chest, “How can I be your brother...after tainting us...with these….memories?”

“Aym,” Baal gently commanded. Heaving Aym raised his head to his brother accepting his head with soft palms. Aym’s tears warmed the sun twin’s palms as their foreheads touched, “I was afraid too...of losing who I was...but I see. The more we ignore these memories the more they will take us over. We are made from pieces of them…but they are not us…”

“But these feelings…” shuddered Aym. He hovered so close to his brother. 

Baal cupped his brother’s cheek. He could feel something grow flighty, doe-like in his brother's heart, “There was another reason I wished to ignore these memories…”

“What riddles are you speaking in?” Aym groaned impatiently.

“The reason these memories come so strong...is the reason any strong memories come to you….” Baal let the known but untold truth hang above them like a sword from a string. Emotions, certain emotions were like a strong spade. They could dig up a past life once buried with little struggle.

“...you mean you…?” Aym’s breath hitched.

Baal would not let his brother hang on half-implications or cryptograms. He closed the distance between them with their mouths. Baal pressed his muzzle, his lips asking for solace from the other twin’s mouth. Aym closed his his eyes tight, pressing back just as hard until the pressure made their mouths open.

Emotion spilled into each other, tongue over tongue, mouth muscles flexing over mouth muscles. Aym grappled for his brother’s hand, sucking in his brother’s breath as he kissed him into the ground. The sun ground his moon twin, their bodies only separated by a veneer of robes as they shared ages of forbidden kisses. Both lived off each other’s breaths, tongues becoming as intertwined as the trees of this very realm. 

Baal broke the kiss, but for once Aym  saw the gentle twin shared his impatience. He helped his brother undress, pulling the robes off. Aym’s heartbeat doubled. His brother’s smooth and nubile body, his not to just see but to touch. He gasped as his brother tugged the center buttons of his black robe open. Baal looked just as eager to share this as well. Where Baal had a limber and subtly curved body, Aym’s had a body built like a runner. When his body, a torso and arms criss-crossed with many scars taken in his old Master’s servicxe, Aytm suddenly felt the need to hold his arms to his chest.

Baal smiled, pulling his arms open. Aym gave token resistance as Baal leaned in to greedily kiss and inhale the scarline over his shoulder. The moon twin stroked his brother’s hair, feeling his sun twin’s eager tongue across his chest. It felt as though Baal wanted to drink up his twin, his other half.

Aym leaned in to delicately nibble at his brother's ear, his legs splayed out before Baal. A magnetism, a connection brought their mouths back together again, kissing as their hips lined up. The dewy freshness of virginity electrified both their loins. Their groins stiffened between them, plants coming to fruition in spring. 

The moon twin broke the kiss, his heterochromatic eyes communicating a base neediness impossible to say with words. Where these twins lived now, language was impossible. Baal reached between their legs, grasping their tumescent cocks. Aym latched his mouth back onto Baal’s, passing his moans as they aligned their throbbing cocks and worked their hips together.

To frot between twins in the temple of a dead god...one could consider it sacrilege. One could consider it rite. The glances, the lingering touches, and dreams had built up to this. They looked into each other, bodies two disparate mirrors one perfect and one marred yet in sync all the same. They writhed, rutting baring all in this quiet temple floor. Baal and Aym together.Their stamina could not keep up.

Both twin’s scrotums tugged close, victim to the hair trigger of a first dalliance. Baal released his mouth, crying out as his cock spasmed and sprayed his first offering of love across his moon twin’s stomach. Ayn’s hair trigger went off as well, his hips stabbing skyward as he paid Baal the same respect, coating Baal’s cock and tummy in his genetically identical DNA. Both marked each other, that scent of sex filling the temple.

The twins collapsed into each other, spent from the intensity of their connection. But as this barrier laid smashed, they under stood. No karmic punishment came for them. No memories penetrated during the ultimate taboo, no intrusive dream. Aym and Baal understood now. Their bodies, their lives had become the tokens of Juli and Mot’s love. Beyond death, beyond bodies.
